In some communities, foxes have developed a certain set of stereotypes. Some view them as brilliant tricksters, others as unrepentant sluts. Below we shall explore two different realities, one in which each of these stereotypes are quite true.

Everyone knows that foxes are quick and clever tricksters.

On the morning of April 15th Trisha groaned as her alarm went off. Reaching over to silence it the red fox slid out of her clean comfy bed, stretched, and walked to her bathroom. After a quick shower, she slipped into a sensible business suit and started a quick but healthy breakfast. After watching the news for a bit and eating her breakfast Trisha gathered her things and went out. 

She'd made it nearly halfway down the hall before she heard the familiar voice of her landlady,  Ms. Gray a thirty-five-year-old Gray Fox.

"Hold it right there! You still owe me rent for this month, young lady, your check bounced!" said Ms. Gray.

"Oh! Hey! Did it now? Well, that's odd. Don't you worry, I'll get you your money tonight!" said Trisha.

"You damn well better! How else do you expect me to put my darling girl through college?" said Ms. Gray, referring to her eighteen-year-old nerdy daughter.

"Of course, well, see you tonight!" said Trisha, bolting out of the apartment complex before further words could be exchanged.

A short walk down the street and she's arrived at work, a small lawyer's office. "Hello, ladies! Ready to make some money?" said Trisha, with a mischievous grin.

"You bet! I've already got some new clients set up for us," said Candace, a small fennec fox with a confident smirk. Small in stature, but she had a self-assured personality.

"Um, a-alright." said Jenny, a somewhat stockier arctic fox who immediately went back to her reading. While by far the smartest of the three it was clear her shyness wasn't a benefit to her work.

"That's the spirit! Lemme grab some coffee and we'll get to work," said Trisha, smiling as she settled into her daily routine at the law office. At the end of the day, the three girls left work and went down to the bar down the street, the Fox Glove.


**********

Everyone knows that foxes are dumb oversexed sluts.

On the morning of April 15th Trixi groaned as she slowly woke up. With effort she managed to drag herself out of her cum-stained bed, stretching and thrusting her massive tits forward. After a long session of fingering herself in the shower, she slipped into some sexy clothes, a fishnet shirt over a bikini top and itty bitty hotpants. After a quick breakfast of cereal and watching some reality television Trixi gathered her things and went out.

She'd made it nearly halfway down the hall before she heard the familiar voice of her landlady,  Ms. Gray.

"Ey, ya dumb whore! Getcher fat ass in 'ere, yer rents due!" Said Ms. Gray.

"Uh . . . Like, 'kay! If you says so!" said Trixi, giggling a bit as she wiggles her way down the hall and into Ms. Gray's room.

The room was dark, lit only by the light of the TV where some lewd pornography was playing. Sitting in a chair in front of the TV was Ms. Gray. Wearing a cheap pink crop topped tracksuit that let her huge pregnant belly jut out exposed. What was this, her 8th child? The chorus of voices in other backrooms filled the background. Her huge milky tits strained the top, dark stains showing where milk dribbled from her breasts. A similar dark stain showed between her legs, a sign of her arousal. Sitting on a nearby couch was Ms. Gray's daughter, her stare at the TV somehow even more vacant than her mother's, unmitigated drinking during pregnancy having left the landlord's daughter even dumber than the average vixen. She showed no shame at having lifted her mini skirt and started fingering herself even with Trixi in the room.

"Um, uh . . . here's yer monies, Ms. Gray." Trixi reached into her purse and pulled out a few wadded sticky pills, handing them to her landlord without even counting them.

"Thank ya . . . Hey, gurl! Getcher mama her smokes an' booze ya dumb cunt! , If it ain't 'nough you jus' let them boys atta store fuck yah, 'kay bitch?" Ms. Gray took the money and shook it at her moronic daughter. After a long pause, the daughter nodded and sat up.

"Uh . . . 'kay, Momma." She took the money and shoved it into her massive cleavage before making her way out the door, leaving drops of girlcum in the carpet with every step as her juicy pussy dripped undeterred by panties.

After a few minutes losing herself in staring at the porn Trixi slowly made her way out of the room, out of the apartment complex and to work . . . the Fox Glove strip club. Slipping in through the back and making her way backstage she was suddenly confronted with the sight of her two best friends and coworkers.

"Hiiii Twixi! Yous weady to pway today?" Candi the fennec fox giggled and twirled one of her pigtails around a finger as she went back to sucking on a lollipop. The tiny fennec dressed in a skimpy schoolgirl outfit and doing her best to act the part even as her tail lifted her skirt and bared her ass and dripping pussy for anyone behind her.

"Uh . . . Hi . . . ! Trixi." Juggs the arctic fox grinned a big dumb smile, canid tongue hanging off to the side of her muzzle. Appropriately named for her absolutely massive breasts, and nearly as impressive ass, the pudgy slut was by far clearly the dumbest and most shameless of the three of them. Sitting there with her titular assets swinging free, the bikini top she should be wearing instead hanging from her neck and stuck into her huge cleavage, tying the straps too much for the simpleton.

"You guys is so silly! Let's work hard an' junk today! 'kay?" Trixi giggled stupid and went to go help Juggs get her top on while the three waited for their time to go on stage, spending the time mostly cuddling, kissing, and groping one another.
